THE BATTLE  OF FRANCE
'But where are the Germans anyway?* I asked.
cAt Cambrai,' I was told one morning, 'they'll be
here to-morrow.'
I still refused to believe it. That night enemy
aircraft flew over Arras and dropped incendiaries,
very few high-explosive bombs. Nevertheless one
of these latter destroyed the city's principal hotel and
that day General Bramble was killed. The bomb fell
on to his very room and left no trace of him but his
pipe.
One evening, Colonel Medlicott informed me that
we were to leave immediately for Amiens. There we
found that the city had been invaded by a hundred
thousand refugees. It was fortunate that the weather
was fine, for men, women, and children were sleeping
outdoors on the pavements, their heads propped up
on their suitcases. Food stocks in the restaurants
had been exhausted. The grocers had run out of
provisions. I dined at the Salvation Army canteen
off a cup of tea and went to sleep fully clothed. At
four o'clock in the morning an English captain
aroused me and said:
'We're leaving for Boulogne by car and I'm
sorry but we've no room for you. We've had to
give up part of our transport. The Colonel wants
you to take back to Paris all the French journalists
who were attached to our Army.'
eBut how?' I said. 'You say yourself you can't let
me have any cars. There are a hundred thousand
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